236            AFTER    THESE    MANY    QUESTS
ourselves  to   discarded  blankets,   lifebelts   and kit of all descriptions.
How little these things mattered. Just so much more junk to be carted about on your back.
Heaton sympathised with our impatience and at noon signalled to the U.S. flagship, the Bay field, asking if means of putting us ashore could be provided. Always exceptionally co-operative in such matters, the Americans agreed to send over a small landing craft, known as an L.C.V.P., after lunch. Our spirits rose as it bounced towards us, early in the afternoon, and the publicity team—McWilliams, Quids, Norman Fisher and I—hopefully embarked.
We gathered that the coxswain had instructions not to take needless risks. Kind as the Americans were, I think they were more concerned about the possible loss of an irreplaceable landing craft than about the fate of the British writers and photographers. Quids, as the senior British naval oiUcer with us, was in command, and his own special job was to take pictures for the Admiralty. The swell continued, and as we bounded forward the foam and spray added zest to our mission. We were to set foot in France again. Some of the French officers, we heard, had kissed the gritty beach and wetted it with their tears. We phlegmatic Anglo-Saxons intended no such demonstration, but anticipated our thrill with quiet inward satisfaction.
Then, suddenly, an unusual sight broke in upon these mental rhapsodies. It was a water-spout. At least I thought it was a water-spout until a mufllcd boom followed it, suggesting to my unwilling ears that it was a shell exploding. Another column of water lifted ahead of us, then another, a little nearer. The awful truth dawned upon us that some misguided 11 tin ashore was (king at us. It was extraordinary that along twenty miles of practically undefended beach we had to choose the one spot where we were positively unwelcome.
The shell-bursts were some hundreds of yards away, but Oulds, remembering his instructions, asked me whether I thought we should turn round. I thought that, without holding a round-table conference, we might take that praiseworthy decision, and orders were accordingly given tolvn suppressing their excessive energy thiabout the entry into Rome. What was the world waiting to learn? Surely that         copy "queucing up" for its turn on the radio to ]
